130                   A GLASTotiBVRY ROMANO!
He leaned heavily upon a sort of mahogany sideboard that
stood against the wall. Three silver salvers, bearing the arms
of the Marquis of P., clattered down from their propped-up
position; and the whole sideboard groaned under his weight.
Philip turned instinctively to Nell. How many times had he not
been forced to get what he wanted from a rebellious man by
wheedling a practical woman!
"By the way, Mrs. Zoyland," he said, "I hope that wild step-
brother of yours hasn't heard about the trouble that started last
week among my people at Wookey. Don't you tell him, if he
hasn't! The very last thing I want to see is Dave Spear and his
fanatical wife down here at this juncture."
It was a good thing for Philip at that moment that the sus-
picious and malicious ears of Cousin John didn't catch this speech.
John would certainly have translated these words in the very
opposite sense from that which they apparently bore. "Write at
once," John would have translated them, "to your step-brother,
Dave and hold out to him the lure of a possible strike down here,
so that he'll bring his wife at once." Nor would John have been
greatly mistaken. The truth is that the main motive that brought
this Norman conqueror to Whitelake that evening had nothing at
all to do with William Zoyland or with Wookey Hole. William
was only the official motive. The true dynamo that brought this
electrifier of Wookey Hole posthaste to Queen's Sedgemoor was
the maddening temptation of Cousin Percy's slender waist.
Astute business man though he was, Philip had, when it came
to his passions, a swift-plotting recklessness that stopped at little.
Besides, his contempt for the practical ability of Cousin Perse-
phone and, for the matter of that, of the ability of her husband
also, was unbounded. No! He'd get Percy down here and give
her all the rope she wanted. Let the sweet creature "agitate" as
much as she liked. He'd settle the strikers and cuckold the Com-
munist! It was precisely the kind of dangerous human game that
suited his Battle-of-Hastings temperament. Did he divine in some
sly diplomatic cranny of his secret heart that either Nell Zoyland
or William Zoyland would be certain to tell the Spears the very
thing he so arrogantly bade them not to tell? He probably did;
but as with all daring and successful men the tricks and devices